THE   ACID   TEST
shell hole. I ask him if he speaks English. He
does. He was once a waiter at Bude in Cornwall,
He is fed up with the war, and glad to be where he
is. I advise him to move away, or he will not be
there long as his countrymen shell that place badly
He thanks me. I offer him a cigarette, His eyes
light up. He does not smoke although he takes it.
I ask him why. He points to his throat. 'Roach/
I call out, 'any water in your bottle? If so, give this
fellow some/ He drinks the bottle dry and is profuse
to Roach in his thanks. Might he stay with me he
asks! 'You will be safer behind, old cock/ I say,
No, he would like to stay! 'Take him to the dugout,
Roach/ I say, 'give him some food and let him
sleep - he tells me he hasn't slept for ten days on
account of the shelling/ The old sailor and the ex-
German waiter walk along together, comparing
notes and talking of England. Suddenly there is a
cloud of smoke, a deafening roar - exit Roach and the
unknown German soldier, killed by a German shell.
At that moment a strong rabble of tired, hungry,
and thirsty stragglers approach me from the east.
I go out to meet them. 'Where are you going?' I
ask. One says one thing, one another. They are
marched to ""the water reserve, given a drink and
hunted back to" fight. Another more formidable
party cuts across to the south. They mean business.
They are damned if they are going to stay, it's all
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